








The Comicall Hijlorie of 

With bleared vifages come forth to view 
The ifliie of th’exploit : Go Hercules, 

Live thou, I live with much,much more difinay, 

I view the fight, then thou that mak’ft the fray. 

A Song the whilfi Baflanio comments on the Caskets, 
to himfelfe. 

T ell me where isfancit bred, ■ 

Or in the heart, or in the head ; 

How begot ,how nourijhed ? Replie,replie. 

Jt is ingcndred in the eye. 

With gating fed, and Fancie dies. 

In the Cradle where it lies , 

Let ns all ring Fancies knell, 
lie begin it. 

Ding-dong, bed. 

All. Ding,dong,bed. 

Baff. So may the outward fhowes be leaftthemfelves, 
The world is ftilldeceav’d with ornament: 

Jn Law, what plea fo tainted and corrupt. 

But being feafon’d with a gracious voyce, 

Obfcuresthe fhow ofevill. In religion. 

What damned error but feme fober brow 
W ill blefle it, and approve it with a text. 

Hiding the grofhefle with faire ornament : 

There is no voyce fo Ample, but afliimes 
Some marke of vertue on his outward parts ; 

How many cowards whofe hearts are all as falfe 
As flayers of fand,wearc yet upon their chins 
The beards ©f Hercules, and frowning (Mars, 

Who inward fearcht,have lyvers white as milke. 

And thefeaflume but valours excrement 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty. 

And you fliall fee tis purchaft by the ws jght. 

Which therein works a miracle inna f ure. 

Making them lighted that weare moft of it s 
So arc thofe crifped fnaky golden locks 
Which makes fuch wanton gambals with the wind 


the {Merchant of Venite. 


Upon fuppofed fairenefle, often known 
To be the dowry of a fecond head. 

The fcullthat bred them in the fcpulcher. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled fhore 
To a moft dangerous fea : the beauteous fcarfe 
Vailing an Indian beauty ; In a word. 

The feeming truth which cunning times put on 
To iatrap the wifeft. Therefore then,thou gaudy gold. 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee. 

Nor none of thee thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man : but thou, thou meager lead 
Which rather tbreatneft then doft promife ought. 

Thy palcncfle moves me more then eloquence. 

And heere chufe I, joy be the confequence. 

For. How all the other paflions fleet to ayre. 

As doubtfull thoughts, and ra(h imbrac’d defpaire : 

And fhyddring fearc,and green-eyed jealoulie. 

0 love be moderate, allay thy extafie. 

In meafurc reine thy joy, (cant this exccAe? 

1 feele too much thy blcffing,makc itleflc, 

For feare I forfeit. 

Baf W bat find I heere ? 

Faire Portias counterfeit. What demy God 
Hath come fo neere creation ? move thefe eyes ? 

Or whether riding on the bals of mine 
Seeme they in motion ? Here are fever’d lips 
Parted with fuger breath, fo fweet a barre 
Should funder fuch fweet friends : heere in her haires 
The Painter playes the Spyder,and hath woven 
A golden mefh t’intrap the hearts of men 
Fafter then gnats in Cobwebs;but her eyes, 

Kow could he fee to do them ? having made one. 

Me thinks it fhould have power to fteale both his. 

And leave it felfeunfurnifht : Yet looke how farre 
The fubfiancc of my praife doth wrong this fhadow 
In underprifing it,fb farre this fhadow. 

Doth limpe behind thefubftance. Heres the fcrowlc, 
The continent and fummarie of my fortune. 









